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from the old man's knee, took him upon her own little lap and
hugged him against her sturdy frame.
"There was one of they funny men in them times," went on the
old man hurriedly, "who killed a girt beastie wi' a flint arrow.
Thik beastie was called Giant What's-his-name on account of his
name bein' so hard to say; but when the funny man killed it he
took oft all its skin and made a fire and his sister, who was his
wife too, cooked thik girt beastie."
Bert lifted up his head at this exciting point.
"Sis be Bert's wife," he remarked with intense gravity.
Sis slapped him sharply and turned reproachfully to Mr. Twig.
"Those times baint our times," she protested.
"I wish I lived in those times!" cried Nelly with flashing eyes.
"I'd have helped Jackie to shoot thik girt beast. I'd have carried
a bundle of they flinties!"
"My grand-dad's field what he sold to wold Lawyer Beere
baint the only field he had. Yon field, over thik dyke, were his'n,
and it be mine today."
Into this chorus of boastings it was natural enough that Cap-
tain Jackie should fling his contribution.
"When Mr. Barter do fly from this here Lake Village 'twon't
be with any ghosty, 'twill be wi' I!"
The whole robber band regarded their leader with wonder-
ing awe.
"I'll be there to wave to 'ee!" cried Nelly. "And I'll throw sum-
mat at 'ee, maybe, for luck!"
"Will you fly above your mother's chimney, Jackie?" enquired
Sis.
"Sis be Bert's airship," remarked the wide-eyed infant, glanc-
ing obstinately at his sister in full expectation of being slapped
again.
But it was old Twig, not Sis, who broke up this happy colloquy.
He suddenly clapped his hand to his head and beat on his hard
skull.
"Oh, the duck-a-duck!" he cried. "In sense! Out foolishness!"
And still beating his old pate he set himself to run with sham-
bling gait into Backwear Hut and up the single flight of stairs.